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Els live, my Lesbia, and in Love engage, ; vos ite agit 
Curfe the Severity of doting Age , eel meet “(Plaine ’ 
In vain your mufty Morals they proclaim, And in one Mifirefs Rivald all out Swains ? ’ | | 


| We'll damn your Cenfures and out-brave our Shame. 
The Sun to Thetis Lap defcends each Night, 
_ And vifes with Aurora’s Beams more bright : 
| But when the Sun of Beauty deigns to die, 
| Eternal orvaur clouds the Widdow'd Sky - 
Oer-burden’d Nature with Convulfions groans, 
And pen/tve Love in Willow Wreaths bemoans. 
Then give a thoufand Kifles, give me more, 
Double the number that you told before - 
Give me a fecond thoufand, and agen, 
| Be lavifh of your thoufands unto ten. 
| May I for ever in your Bofom lie, 
Ever the Raptuves of my Soul enjoy : 
| But leaft our Selves fhou‘d tell the foft Ansours, 
Patt Joys remember, and the Pleajing Hours ; 
Leaft Zoilus fhou'd at our Tranfports rave, 
And count the Kiffes that my Lesbia gave ; 
| Let us the fhallowne{s of number prove, 
And fool Arithmetick #9 gentle Love. 





Upon Great Tow ot Oxford, 


Ail teazing Monfter, Tyrant of the Town, 
By Ale-Men Curft, and Hated by the Gown! 
*Reverfe of that loud Trumpet, which at laft 
Shall call us to Account for Ages paft! 
For That gives Life, and ratfes from the Dead, 
This cramps our Joys, and Buries us in Bed. 

Yuur Sounds command an Univerfal Sway, 
And Arvs Pantheon doth your Laws Obey. 

Oft have 1 beard, whilft your baarfe Caverns ftoke, 
4 Jeft disjoynted, or Conundrum broke. 

As whin the Voice of Thunder from on high, 
Difcbarges Light ning thro’ the {parkling Sky, 
The bleating Folds to leav’d Afylums hafte, 
iear'd, end Affrighted at a Noife fo vaft ; 

At length fecurcly jit amidft the Shade, 

Nur dread the Blazes thro’ the World difplay’d : 
So when your Sammons ts proclaim’d around, 
And rules your Empire with Mayjeftick found, 
This awful Call diftra®s our Viounded Ears, 

Yur Hi pes di[comfits, ana augments our Fears + 
Confeicus, Arsar’d, unwilling we vetreat, 

i Lathes foft Repofe to drown our Fate ; 
atlenet in downy Chains ferenely Live, 

Life she Vice Can, or the Velvet Sleeve, 


See how Myrtillo bangs his drooping Head, 

And all his Chaplets, tke bis. Hopes, ave-dead! 
The fad Alexis walks with folded Arms, 

Oppreft with Grief, as tender Flow’rs with Storms : 
Lyfander wafts in Sighs his ftock of Breath, 


And, wanting Artemilla, makes his CourttoDeagh ; 


Ali Damon's Flocks neglected go aftray, . * 
And in Love’s Mlaze bimfelf bas loft his way ; 
While Thirfis does bis tuneful Reed defpife, 
And mifjing her, Weeps out bis ufelefs Eyes. 
The Birds that ftill harmonious Anthems made 
To Chant ber Welcome to theiv bappy Shade, 
Wanting the pow’r that did their Skill in{pire, 
In murm’ring Notes encreafe the doleful Choir, 
The Trees not lefs Concern'd, le{s Griew’d than 
(they, 

Shed their Leaves faft, and fen/ibly decay. 
This makes the Groves with Dying Groans refound, 
Since for our Wound there is no Balfom found 3 
She who has made, and only can repair 
The gaping Breaches, is no longer bere, 
She’s gone! Alafs ! She's gone! Our All in One ; 
Our Love, our Life, our Artemifla’s gone ! 
Cone to the City! --~ Ab! What rare Delight 
Cou'd that pretend ber Prefence to invite ? 
Does that with Conftant Lovers more abound ? 
Or is there there more real Courtfhip found ? 
Lowe's there a Stranger, Conftancy a Vice, 
And Courtf{hip meer Defign and Artifice. 
Can fhe admit th’ infspid dull Addrefs 
Of notify Fops, or their unfafe Carefs : 
Applaud their Nonfence, or Admire their Parts, 
Whofe Garniture 4s all thew Bait for Hearts : 
Who with French Valour to new Conquefts run, 
And flight the Forts they think already won ? 

Can fhe defcend to fome unthinking Heir, 
Who, than his Soul, was more bis Fatber’s Care ? 
Or be by [uch a loath’d Eftate maintain'’d 
Damn’d to be Spent as Wickedly as Gain’d ? 

What hidden Joys are in the dufty Mal] ? 
Or in a ftarch’d Behaviour at a Ball 
More thanin Venus Grove, or Cupid’s Court, 
Wbere none but Undiflembling Swains refort ? 
Where no Defign, no Treach’ry {hall be laid, 
Nor Traytor dare thy Sacred Throne indade ¢ 
Thy Government {hall there be Abfolute, 
No fawcy Slave fhall thy Commands difpute ; 
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Nor with Pretence of Native Exberty 
Indulge bimfelf what be with-holds from thee. 
No Factious Sp’rit fall in Cabals debate, 
Or wifh-ay Alteration in thy State ; 

Nor Mutineers in Crouds prefume t’ impofe, 
And make thee truckle to thy rankcft Foes , 
Nor for the Werlhip of our Pan contend, 


ne ae their guide, and Invreft all 


(thes end, 
No Circumfta A poty fhall prevail, 
To make thy sae Sep’rate or Rebel, 
Leaft while for Shaddows we thy Peace de/troy, 
We loofe the Subftance, and forget t’ Obey. 
Thy Faithful Swains will ftudy no pretence 

To juftify their Difobedience ; 

Nor wanton grown with too much cafe, atfdain 
The Num’rous Bleflings of thy gentle Reign , 
But Court the welcome Infiuence of thy Sway, 
Proud of Command, and eager to Obey. 





A Riddle. By T.1W’. 


"M Flefh and Blood, yet do no Reafon own - 
I Of th’ Senfitive Creation | am one, 

Cefar (its thought) before our Adam was, 

Yet neither Heraldry, nor you can trace 

The great Fore-Father of our Horney Race : 
Yet only Kurope gives us Birth 5 the Jews rd 
Than me wow d fooner hated Hoggs Flefh chufe, 
‘And Turks than like me, lov’d Sherbett refuje.. 
Fuft Eafterlings ! Why me the Chriftians Love 
i wonder, fince \ always Crooked prove, 

And Negroe look’4: Yet | bave Sifters Fair 

As Feather’d Swans or Ladies Bofoms are, 

Who better Portions than moft A4aidens fhare. 
While 1 an Indian, tho’ of Weftern brood, 
Have conftant Tribute of a4 Creature’s Blood, 
The Chriftians (juft like Priefts of Heathen way ) 
Devour the Sweets themfelves another Day, 





On the Fa? Day. 


Lafs! Says one, Devouter than the Reft, 
LN We keep a Fait as tho’ it was a Fealt, 
A Falt, objeru’d like this, is alla Jett. 
Sir, Says a Drunken Feliow flanding by, 
As Holy as you feem, | think you lye : 
For Vue kept Falt all Day to Glorious Red, 
And Falter | fhall Sheep fur’t when in Bed : 
Porters keep Falt at Nine-Pins a ithe Day, 
click Boys from Atorn to (Vight keep Fatt at Play ; 
(ue howiers keep as ball unio the Green, 
And jome Folks keep as Fait to Work within ; 
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The Whore keeps Faft ¢? ber Cully, and the Soe — 
Till Midnight keeps as Faft unto the Pot, 

Thus (Sir Formality ) for all your haft, 

You fee that almoft ev'ry One keeps Falt. 
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Inclufam Danaen Turris ahenea, &e, 
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\Treng Tow'rs and watchful Dogs withous, | 
Bars, Bolts, and brazen Locks within, 
Methinks, might keep Temptation out, 
And guard one Maid from Flefh and Sin. 


2. 


But Jupiter and Venus fmild, 
Aad fcorn'd Jo weak an Oppofition 
He chang’d bis Godhead into Gold, 
And gain'd a free and fafe Admiffion, 
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He knew that Sence was out of date, Pla} 

That Wit was very cold, Whi 
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A LE Gentlemen, Ladies, &c. who have any Cri. 1h, 

£~X& ginal Copies of Verfes, Heroical, Humourous, Gal Lie: 
lant, Satyrs, Odes, Epigrams, Riddles, Receipts, ‘ 

Songs, Prologues or Epilogues, €&c. proper to infert <4” 

in this Paper, are defir’d to fend ’em to Goddard's | Ar 

Coftee-Houte in _Nenmesireet near Fetter-Lane, ortoB. | An 

Brage, the Publifrer, at the Raven in Pater-Nofter-Row, Vic 

and they'll very much oblige the Author, who will 

faiihfully Infert’em, and caretully Correé&t ‘em. orm 

Go 

Lately Publifh’d, Me 
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Jcelanea Sacra, VOl. 2. or, a Curious Colleétion Fo) 

| ‘fot Poems on Divine and Moral Subjects, being “s 

Chictly Original, and written by the Famous Mr, Norm, | Cai 

Mr. Prior, Mr. Yalden, Mr. Baker, the late Lord Ro: Go 

cos , ant feveral other Celebrated Authours | AZ 

( ee ‘ y od die Phillips Gent, late of St. Fobn's Col: j Th 
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lepe Oxon, Printed for, and Sold by 7bo. Zod/on, ovet , 

againft Grays Inn in Holbourn, and B. Brage the Pub | *” 
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Printed for tae Author, and Sold by B. Bragg. at the Raven in Pater-Nyher-Row. 1706. 





